are able to enjoy a peace and a prosperity rarely
experienced by their ancestors.

From Tank we motor on along the military
highway that leads to the last British outpost.
But let us increase the speed and get to our next
camp before dark; men have been killed along
almost every yard of this road to Jandola, and a
breakdown at this hour would not be at all
healthful.

The Mahsud villages we pass remind us some-
what of the medieval strongholds of Europe.
They are surrounded by walls. In fact each
family has its own high-walled enclosure, with a
square tower at one corner; for when these
people are not fighting an outside enemy, they
are usually involved in bitter blood-feuds among
themselves. Often-times a man will sit up in
his tower for weeks or months, or even, for a
year, and have his meals brought there, and
sleep there, with his Martini between his knees,
peering out through a slit, waiting for an oppor-
tunity to shoot his enemy who lives across the
street. We remain under canvas at Jandola and
hear, during the small hours, the occasional
plonk of a sniper's bullet and see, from under the
tent-flap, the glare of Verey lights.
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